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the bite; and they do not suck blood, as is commonly supposed, but
lap it as it flows from the cut.
Emerging from the interior at Santos, I heard the disquieting
news that the Polar Star had had a mishap on a test flight, though
Wilkins's telegram assured me that the damage was not great. At
Santos I bade good-bye to my wife, who returned to die States
from there. I boarded the Italian liner Augustus and went down to
Montevideo.
There I found everything ready for the start. The plane was as
good as new, having required only a patch on the wing. Kenyon,
Lymburner, the doctor, and the engine mechanic I had engaged in
New York were on hand. Captain Holth had left, and we made
changes in the navigating crew, advancing First Mate Olsen to cap-
tain and promoting Liavaag, our former second mate, to the rank
of first mate. Olsen's younger brother became second mate.
Engineer Holmboe and Larsen, the cabin steward, were still with
us, as was also Lanz, my radio operator.
I had only to call on the port authorities to thank them for the
favours extended to the Wyatt Earp—free harbour dues and also
freedom of the port, relieving us of having to use a pilot—and the
Ihtle ship could sail on her third invasion of the Antarctic. I also
said thank you to Mr. Gordon-Firing, Norwegian consul at Monte-
video, for his efforts in facilitating our work there and making our
stay pleasant.
On a fine spring afternoon in October we started South again,
our first destination being Magallanes, Chile, the most southerly
port in the world, where the Wyatt Earp was to fuel There we
picked up the last letters that could reach us until we emerged
from the Antarctic. At Magallanes I received from Admiral Byrd
a radiogram answering my letter of the previous spring. It merely
told me of the disposition of the petrol and oil which I had shipped
to Little America the preceding year, but promised a later message
about food supplies.
With full bunkers and two years' provisions in the hold, we sailed
from Magallanes on October 28, 1935, and five days later were
standing ofE Deception Island, blocked by heavy pack ice blown
together by a westerly gale. It was two days before we could break
through to the whaling station, where we intended to assemble the

